358             AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
fits and starts, to be doing modified yoga exercises at 7 a.m. or 11 p.m. I am the world's worst golfer, fancy myself to be slightly better at tennis, and swim a reasonable breast stroke. Friends are invariably amused at my bold but ungraceful attempts to dive. All this fails to produce the sylph-like figure; my belly continues to bulge slightly and I have almost ceased to call my double-chin embryonic.
I laugh heartily at my own jokes, loathe people who mistake rudeness for humour, and also those who. relate interminable dirty stories. I hate duplicity, ingratitude, meanness, and people who lose their tempers easily. Above all, I detest people who do not do what they say they are going to do. If, for any reason, I offend in this respect myself, I am miserable and penitent.
I rank moral and physical courage before brains and ability, and far above sporting prowess. In the words of the Jain proverb, I think that "A man believes himself to be a hero until he beholds the foe."
Generally speaking, I think the modern over-emphasis on sport is deplorable, but I enter a special caveat for cricket, the sport of sports.
Smoking I regard as a more harmful vice than drinking; smoke-filled rooms are my purgatory. The worst drink in the world is vodka and vermouth, the best early-morning tea, but I think that, on the whole, alcoholic drink is an agreeable social lubricant. I enjoy most kinds of food and drink, but find the pretensions of connoisseurs excessively wearisome. Snobbery in any guise, either intellectual or social, amuses me when it fails to infuriate.
Approaching the end of this confessional, and also the end of this book, I find myself confirmed in the belief that the pursuit of truth, however arduous and elusive the chase, is the most important thing in life, and the most satisfying thing is to love and be loved. Searching among my tattered notebooks, I have come across some wisdom copied from the wall of a Buddhist temple. hours' sleep.
